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WAITING
Cynthia Hohn
He was tired. He was so tired he didn't even attempt to
open his eyes. He knew it was morning. The cart of
breakfast trays was rolling noisily through the corridor and
women were calling cheerful, child-voiced Helios and
Goodmornings somewhere along the rows of rooms. And
he knew what the room looked like, so there was no
practical reason to open his eyes. He lay flat on his back,
watching the swirling dark and light move across his eyelids.
It seemed to him a remarkable phenomenon that the human
eye never stopped seeing. Even when his eyes were shut he
watched the oil slick patterns guide across his field of vision.
He had never noticed this before; he had simply gone to
sleep at 12:45 every night. But that was during a time when
sleep was something he dreamed about, wished for, during
his precious spare moments of the day, and something that

eternal instead of something escaping\ike ahandfu\f warm
water. Ah yes, that was the main difference between then
and now. But he had not lost his great appreciation for that
wonderful state of unconsciousness. Sleep was a goal which
he still strove for. Granted, he needed it differently then than
he needed it now.
His bones rested their fragile weight against the mattress.
He felt very small underneath the sterile crispness of the
sheets and the heavy wool blanket that covered him. He
wanted so much to sleep again. His eyes were closed, his
body relaxed. He was more than ready for sleep, but the
depressing circumstances were that he had just awakened,
and there was that chart which showed percentages of food
consumed per meal per patient. There was probably also
some demerit system; a personality analysis being
formulated from this data. Breakfast was being served, and
the record of whether or not he ate it meant whether the
nurses would scold him or continue to tease him with their
mother-like coos of sympathy. He had grown quite
impatient, almost angry with those women. Why couldn't
they just leave him be? He could tell by their sudden bursts
of teeth as they entered the room that they didn't want to
deal with him. He pressed his head further into the pillow
and rocked it slowly from side to side. He was wishing he
could lock the door. He was wishing so hard it nearly
became a prayer, but he didn't say amen at the end of his

